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Author's Notes: 


Another night, another hotel. Being on tour was an endless round of packing, traveling and unpacking, it got real 
tired real fucking quickly and after nearly nine months of touring Dave was thoroughly fed up. 


This hotel was one of those boutique hotels, only 25 rooms but all tastefully decorated and fitted with 
upmarket furniture. Dave often wondered why they got booked into this type of hotel, they cost a fortune and 
most of the time they only stayed one night before or after a show. He didn't care about luxury, all he needed 


was a bed, a bathroom and a bar. 


He lay on the bed drinking a beer and flicking through the TV channels, it was too early to turn in for the 


night but he wasn't in the mood to go out. His phone buzzed, a text message from Taylor. 


lm bored Movie? 

Dave text back. 

Sure, my room, come over 

Ten minutes later he heard Taylor's signature knock at the door, three quick knocks followed by a heavy 
thump. Dave pulled himself off the bed and opened the door, Taylor was lounging against the door frame with a 
grin on his face. 

| brought popcorn" He held out a huge bowl of freshly popped corn. 


"Where the fuck did you get that?" Popcorn hadn't been on the room service menu Dave was fairly certain 


Taylor bounded into the room and threw himself on the bed without spilling any popcorn, quite how he managed 
that Dave was not sure considering what a klutz he was. 


"| schmoozed one of the hotel receptionists earlier, played the homesick rock star card 
Dave laughed, Taylor had a silver tongue, he could persuade even the most uptight hotel staff to do what he 
wanted, Dave had seen him wangle all sorts of things including a giant teddy bear and a ping pong table just 


because he could. 


Dave flopped onto the bed next to Taylor, he tossed him the remote and took a handful of popcorn. "You 


choose." 


Taylor flicked to the pay-per-view channel, he scrolled through the menu finally selecting the most recent 
Ryan Gosling thriller. 


Taylor reclined on the pillows and placed the bowl of popcorn between them. "Want to watch this?" 
Dave nodded, as long as Taylor didn't pick a sappy romcom he was good with it. 


The movie was ok, it followed the usual formula; good cop goes undercover, gets too involved, makes bad 


choices, nearly gets caught. 

"He is fucking hot" Taylor said around a mouthful of popcorn. "I would" 
Dave stared at the blond. "What?" 

"I said Ryan Gosling is hot" Taylor grinned. 


"Hot." Dave continued to stare at the drummer. 


"Yes hot, as in | would fuck him, he makes me hot and horny" 
"Don't talk shit T, no way would you fuck a guy.” 

"Why not?" Taylor asked with a smile 

Dave pulled at his beard. "Well, you're not gay for a start" 
Taylor cracked up laughing. "You don't have to be gay." 

Dave scowled at the drummer. 


"What's wrong D? Haven't you ever found a guy attractive? Attractive enough to think about having sex with 
him?" Taylor's face was pulled into one of his stupid smirks. 


"No." Dave felt his face flush red, truth be told he'd had those kind of thoughts on numerous occasions, he 
shifted uncomfortably on the bed. 


"You have haven't you?" Taylor chuckled. "It's ok D, nothing to be embarrassed about" 
"Fuck off" Dave flipped Taylor the finger. 


Taylor settled back down on the pillows, Dave could hear him sniggering to himself, sometimes Taylor could be 


a complete asshole. 


Dave turned his attention back to the TV but his mind wasn't on the movie. He couldn't get Taylor's comment 
out of his head and, worse than that, he couldn't get Taylor out of his head. Those times when he had thought 
about being with another guy it had always been about Taylor, in fact he had jerked off thinking about Taylor 


many times over the years. 


And now that he was thinking about jerking off his cock was getting ready for him to do just that, and the 
more he thought about not thinking about it the harder he got. There was now a very noticeable bulge in his 
pants and it didn't appear that it was going to go away anytime soon. 


He risked a quick glance over at Taylor, thankfully he was engrossed in the movie his eyes fixed on the TV. 
Dave wondered if he could snag one of the pillows from behind his head and place it on his lap, or would that 


be too obvious? 


Taylor reached over to grab a handful of popcorn but he missed the bowl and grabbed Dave's thigh instead. 
Dave almost jumped off the bed at the touch. 


"Sorry" Taylor giggled. "You ok D?" 


Dave shifted position trying to make his hard-on less noticeable. "l'm fine." He wanted to place his hands on his 
lap to cover his erection but it would be way too conspicuous, better to just brazen it out and hope Taylor 
didn't notice. 

Taylor picked out a handful of popcorn and carried on watching the movie, Dave breathed a sigh of relief. 
"Dave," Taylor whispered, "are you going to go and sort your boner out or just sit there getting blue balls?" 


"What?" The word came out as almost a shriek 


Taylor had the biggest shit eating grin on his face. "Your boner, it looks like it might get painful if you don't do 
something about it" 


Shit, Taylor had fucking noticed, Dave felt heat flood over his face and neck 

"Fuck off T" He focused on the TV screen, he couldn't look at Taylor. 

"Seriously D, that's goma start hurting soon" 

"Just fuck off" Dave growled, but Taylor was right his balls were starting to ache. 


He heard Taylor sigh. The bed shifted and the popcorn bowl disappeared, then Taylor swung across the bed to 
straddle Dave. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Dave stared at Taylor in shock. 
Taylor smiled. "If you're not going to take care of it | will" He ran his hands over Dave's aching erection 
"Get off T" Dave protested but he made no move to displace the blond. 


Taylor popped the button on Dave's jeans, pulled the zipper and eased his hand inside Dave's boxers. Dave 
sucked in a breath as Taylor ran his fingers up and down his shaft. 


"What the actual fuck?" Dave swallowed hard, his cock twitched as Taylor's thumb gently rubbed across the 
head of his throbbing dick. 


"Shhh," Taylor whispered "let me help you out” 


He pulled Dave's boxers down releasing his cock, it sprang free and bounced against his stomach. Taylor pulled 


his jeans and boxers down further, down past his hips, Dave found himself lifting his hips to aid the process. 


Dave looked up at Taylor in alarm, but there was no panic on Taylor's face just a soft smile. Taylor's hand 


closed around his shaft and began to slowly stroke him, Dave moaned as Taylor's fingers gently pressed and 


squeezed. 
"Jesus T." Dave mumbled. 


"I think | need some help too." Taylor grabbed one of Dave's hands and placed it on his groin. Dave flinched as 
he felt Taylor's erection against his palm, Taylor closed Dave's fingers around his cock whilst he continued to 


stroke him with his other hand. 


Dave moved his hand across the fabric of Taylor's shorts, the feel of his hard cock under his fingers made 


him moan again and he pressed harder, running his hand up and down Taylor's length. 


Taylor groaned loudly, the sound made Dave's stomach flip flop, it was so fucking sexy. He grabbed Taylor's 
shorts pulling them down over his hips, past his ass, his cock sprang out and Dave closed his hand around it. 
He had never held another cock before, but it didn't feel weird, it felt fucking amazing. 


Taylor groaned again, Dave looked up at the blond, his eyes were closed and his head tilted back, an expression 
of bliss on his face. Dave began to slide his hand up and down Taylor's shaft, more soft moans spilled from 
Taylor's mouth, the sounds making Dave hotter than ever. 


"Fuck T" Dave groaned as Taylor's hand continued to work him. 


Taylor pulled at Dave's top, Dave briefly let go of Taylor's cock to pull his top over his head and throw it on 
the floor. Taylor quickly removed his top chucking it on top of Dave's discard t-shirt. 


Taylor began to pump Dave harder and faster, his long slender fingers slipping up and over the head before 
traveling back down Dave followed suit matching Taylor's rhythm stroke for stroke. 


Dave moaned, Taylor's hands felt so good around his cock and the feel of Taylor's cock in his hands was 
turning him on more, he fucking loved it. He ran a thumb across the tip of Taylor's dick, he felt the wetness 


of pre-come, his balls contracted, he'd never felt so turned on. 


Taylor leant forward his face hovering over Dave's, long blond hair ticking his nose, his breath coming in short 


gasps. Dave raised himself up, their foreheads touching as they stroked each other. 
‘I'm gonna come D," Taylor moaned, "gonna come right fucking now." 


Dave watched as Taylor's eyes flicked open wide, he growled deeply and bucked against Dave's hand. Dave felt 
the spurt of hot come hit his stomach, it was all it took to bring Dave to his climax. 


"Holy fucking fuck" Dave's whole body shook with the force of his orgasm, his come mingling with Taylor's on 


his stomach. 


Dave flopped back on the bed, panting heavily. He reached up and brushed the hair out of Taylor's face. "Jesus 
T, what the fuck was that about?" 


Taylor smiled down at the singer. "I told you, Ryan Gosling makes me hot and horny.’ 


